Valley of the Halcyon

the aether burns in incandescence. The whole air is burning,
white hot. It will only sparkle, only glitter, where it can harden.
Otherwise, it is a grey mist hiding nothing and, in truth, mistless.
The snow mountains are unimaginable in their eminence, not of
this world at all, but as though the background for Immortal
visions, clouds, or pedestals for what might show there for an
instant, and be for ever gone.

Below this, is a valley of the halcyon. His flashing wings, his
painted beak, linger at the flowers. For they blow here, even
with their roots in snow. It is a sacred park, a pleasure garden.
The darker leaves are broader, more glossy than the laurel. They
are wide and spatulate, and their bracts are weighed down with
flowers, red, or white, or rose coloured, through every crimson,
honey-throated, mottled and speckled like the humble foxglove,
with anthers that drop dew, not of much scent, but, of a sudden,
as if spiced, embalming the air around them, not so much a per-
fume as a taste or savour. Rhododendrons are the ilex, the myrtle,
of the Himalaya. Their leaves give the dark glitter, they are the
sacred shade. But their flowers are textured as though the light
dwelt in them, inhabiting their cells. They are gathered into the
body of this Indian dawn, or noon, which shows its fires from
among their leaves. At night, the flames go out of them. It might
be moonlight, for their colour is as though borrowed or reflected
in them. They are ghostly fires, burnt out before the evening.

Farther down the valley there will be magnolia trees, eighty
feet high, with a thousand rose pink flowers, all open. A barque,
a sailless galleon, struck ashore with lotuses, only the petals are
not pointed, they are rounded like shells, or like the full moon.
The scent of such a tree is something curded, but of heavenly or
celestial milk, from the fields of paradise and, in the same breath,
it is rinded, it is the skin or rind of some Hesperidean fruit, this
being its own animal, its magnolia savour, breathed in again,
again, with every breath. The flower, or so its scent suggests,
must be seeded like a melon, with seeds set close together, a bed,
or couch of seeds. That moon white curd has by some miracle
come rose pink; its perfume is the citron grove, citron or lemon
being feminine or lunar to the solar orange grove. But this rose
pink magnolia is, as well, a lotus tree.

Near to it, there will be white magnolias, trees as high as that,
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